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ing for alms, especially from the King's cabinet. She went into the garden. The guards asked her what she meant by intruding into those sacred places; and she said her father was there. "Your father, indeed!" they replied. At last her father came to the gate, and she begged of him. He gave her an alms; and just as she was turning from him, either her air or an arch expression of her face struck him, and he exclaimed, " It is my child!" You perceive that they seem to have a merry time.
If the King Eegent had had a fancy to keep us in presence all night, we should have been obliged to remain his humble servants, and be as agreeable as we could find it in our wits to be; for it is the prerogative of majesty to dismiss all lesser dignities at will, and lesser dignities can never take leave of majesty. I suppose the idea is that it is not to be dreamed of that one can bask long enough in the rays of a royal countenance. But I must confess that my lesser dignity was weary even of a king, and that somehow I could not find that he was at all different from any other man; and that I was right glad when at last he suddenly said, "Good-by," and turned immediately towards his drawing-room, thus amiably allowing us to follow our noses out of the room, instead of our backs, like so many crabs. The robing-room and staircase were full of waiting guests, and I was rejoiced at last to hear that the carriage of the American Minister stopped the way.
I have written you a huge letter.   I suppose you